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FASTER IN THE ARCTIC REGIONS--By LIEUT. PERRY.

Continued from Page 12.

These natives all gather about the entrance to the chapel until the Governor
and Assistant Governor and the doctor and thelr families have entered,
then they, too, enter, and seat themselves In ‘the old-fashioned way, the

and its only furaishing a billiard table and a few chalrs. A door opposite is
open, aod through it Is seen a cozy room, with rugs on the floor, bright
curtains at the windows and the window sills gay with pots of hardy

women on one side of the aisle and the men on the other,

Were It r':ul' for the r-n-In:‘ and nug'j:ut;un mf‘ﬂl[‘:-‘uffz:ﬁ.--d by the blooming plants. The tops of the deep casemented windows are even
tasteful decorations of -..m\'-..q-zn—cnc ar:! hﬂn;vnr'-‘- {h&- 1mF-r11.s|h' of -ihe ? i o e S B S N T ] s
little chapel would be almost as barren as the bleak, snow-cov- n';:;:ﬁjn;ng:: 'tli1 t\[;ZI;.;I'JD:.'; Plilgloffll:flilhs. ‘3{"5}-11]”-%5 P i‘DE;lnt-
ered roeks on the outside. Enclosed with a rough sheat 3 ¢ & RN S JORTF LY, oECUpeH Ik

d 3 e close rough sheathing; an old-fashioned mahogany eideboard, filled with glass and

a pulplt of material and workmanship scarcely less rough:
the fioor bare; the seats rough plank benches; the furnish-
ings and the decorations of the church are goncentrated
in the litile cabinet organ and the ornaments of the
altgr, comprising a religions palinting, two gilt
candlesticks, a small erucifix, and :cndant from
the ceiling one of those tinkling glass chande-
Hers, such as are to be sean in old-time
mansions here, 3
The pastor of this church is a regu- . ' ) y I;D‘:l' t.EE}; laugh and c.hmter, criticise
larly ordalaed Fskimo pastor. His Al / itye S 7 A A\ { il | i il i ) : e ﬂp _ﬂ- mire gach other's costumes, for
education finished in Copenhagen, ) : i i | ] 1 =ELI L "f‘rt’ﬁm‘e 1;“9 tried to have a new
he has returned to Uve his life outfit and has kept Its colors a
out in charge of the pastorat Seﬂ;t-_
of this Arctic Island. T met ttmls hard to say how long
him first itr 1886 at God- 5 Cﬂmj;iany would remain
haven, where I was stop- W@N.! it not that the
ping for a week or twp ChnchH bell ones more
before going into the In- calls them to service.
tertor. Pastor Morch had iAt ttl;e close of tlils ser-
just returned from Den- vice they all go to the
mark then, and called upo Governor's house and pro-
mark then, and called upon ;::)dwltn tsi:enaﬁemh ilm.
me in my pleasant room ng full we at he,
in the Governor's house, too, will invite them in.
Intelligent and well read :I'al'e ﬂf;ft only do they
ave coffee and cake “ad
I‘ found him, sneakln_g et e Dol
English and Danish, be- th_m T : ar
sideg his native tongue, open one of his
wet the native blood was rooms, #\«'e or six Eskimo
strong within him, and his men geige their fiddles,
eyes lngered so persist- and 1'!1 a few moments a
ently upon two or three lively dance is in full
pleces of pilot bread which Bzi;gl. 5 S :
I had lald on a table to eir dancing is:a grea
take with me on a tramp surprise to a stranger, for
up the cliffs that I asked th;y isdl?m:h heauntifully,
if I might offer him some. especially g women,
They were accepted with ‘:’i th the;r :l:n:ll feet tl:my
the eagerness of a child eep perfec me, and as
recelving candy, and when they have 'no skirts to
I noured a genarcus glass illid;: their feet or impede
of mellow, amber “rye” eir agile movements,
and pushed it ascrogs the one cannot fall to notice
table to help wash them how gracefully they glide
down, my visitor became over the floor in the waltz,
my everlasting friend and h The_ chllﬂhren I:WB the
well-wisher. ance when they find
The services are econducted there is no more goffee
after the Lutheran form, and last - ilﬁld cake(,]und HTE 800N un;:vtv
about an hour and a half, The sing- alling and coasting. Thelr
ing Iz a feature. The Eskimos as a .eldera. hov'vever, keep up the dane-
yule have sweet volees, and the negro ‘) i;lg unt-ilha o ck::::,hv;vh:in tl-;e pastor
gar for melody and time, As the congrega- smisses them w & blessing.
tion lssues from the lttle chapel it Is near But even at this hour it Is still day-
meridian. The low Arctic sun s in the gouth; light, for the Arctic twilight Is almost as
the wind from the east, off the ice cap, so that the long as the Arctle day itself. But slowly the
upper atmosphere is laden with impalpabile snowdust light wanes, ngd one by one the great northern
from the great frozen Sahara of the interior, and constellatlons Casslopeia, Orlon, the Great
s ¥ e Sanday I8 now Ht with the splendor, the X Biar.uG:n!:;L. :nﬂt those ﬁ;r:ling bl;::.llants u;
e Arctic , Arcturus, ebaramn, ega an

china and a few pleces of.old gilver. In a corner by the
window stands a writing table with a huge round chair
pushed In front of It.

Opposite the bookeage 18 an old-time sofa, almost
hidden by large downy pollows, and just in front
of thig sofa, as is the fashion here, stands a
round table, upon which are placed the re-
freshmentls for the occasion,

glory, szzling colors of & "sun dog!’ or parhelia, !
a phenom..~n which 1= nowhere to be seen In guch brill- the rest, come forth as for a few hours the rapldly
fancy as In the Avctic regions. 6.. contracting shadow of the “Greai Night" folds the Arc-
Around the god of G2y sweep two concentrie rings of rain- 6? tle world in iis. sable manptle, only to haye It rent and
bow colored Hght, with a th'zd inverfed resting upon the top O glashed by the flashing blades of the Aurora, darting rapler-
like athwart the blue black sky, then rushing together to form

of one of the others. Set in the inne: of these circles, directly
over the sun and on elther side, are three fRinter Images of itself,
the “sun dogs." ‘A brilllant curona of yellow Lght se-raunds the sun

> a blazing arch spanning the heavens and bristling with points,
Qﬁ\ which leap and flash like the uplifted sabres of charging cavalry.
Then arch and sabres melt and fade into a fainf, luminous claud,

and makes 118 outlines indistinet. From this corosa & tringgniar tongue w 4
of yellow light reaches upward until its point topches the upper “sun dog."” < As the ghostly undulations sweep along the curta n's edge pale flashes
Two palér bands of light stretch horizontally rom the sun to & 1 beyond ON EASTER SUNDﬂYHHHREFRODUGED FROM A PHOTOGRAPH of red and green spring out, and, standing in the utter silence of the frozen
the flanking “sun dogs,” and far around to the west, over the me surface night, one almost fancies that he hears the rustle of the mighty folds, shap-

of the Arctic Sea, is a faint blotch of light, a pale; colorless, froze: . Af A sun. in, and coffee and cakea are passed around, and for an hour or two they have just ing Itself to the sounds, ’
After the service all the natives gather about the Assistant Govewior's Nouse, and. such a time as we have here at'an afternoon tea where avery one knows every one else, “K yrie Bilelson, Christe W - Ll %
ter giving three cheers for him, sing several songs: They are iuen Invited to come 'rtering this house, a rectangular hall leads to a large square room with bare floor, Hleison.” m& N - -

MRS. FREMONT’S HAPPY THOUGHT. U 4 DR. TALMACE ON EASTER FLOWERS.
; C The Famous Pastotr See Strong and True Religious

The Wife of the Distinguished General Stafted the Symbofism in Them.

Gustom Of Easter FIOWCI'S mn GhLH’Ch. Fourteen times in the Bible is the Hly mentioned—only twice the rose.
Caesar had his throne on the hills. The Uy had her hrone In the ‘valley.
In the greatest sermon that was ever preached there vas only one flower,
and that a Hly. The Bedford dreamer, John Bunyan, entered the House of
the Interpreter and was shown a cluster of flowers, anud was told to “con-
sider the llies” I take the lily as typical of all flowers, and Easter gar-
landed with all the opulence of floral beauty seems to address us, saying:
“Oonstdler the lilies, consider the azaleas, consider the fuchsias, eonsider
the oleanders.”

The flowers are the angels of the grass. Martin Luther always had a
flower on his desk for inspiration. Through the cracks of the prison floor
a flower grew up to cheer Picciola. Mungo Park, the great traveller and
explarver, sank down in the desert to dle, butl, seeing & flower near by, he
got up with new courage and travelled on to safety. .

What are flowers good for? They are good for the Lridal day. So much
of the pathway of life is covered up with thorns, we ought to aover the
heginning with orange blossoms.

They are good to honor and comfort the obsequies; the worst gash sver
made Into the side of the earth is the gash of the grave. There neads
gomething to cover It up—flowers for the casket, for the hearse, for the
cemetery.

What are flowers good for? For religious symbolism. The Blble is an
arboretum, 'a divine conservatory. 'Fo illustrate the brevity of the bright-
est human life you will gquote from Job: “A man cometh forth as a flower
and is cut down." §

Flowers have no grander use than when, on Easter morning, we oele-
brate the reanimation of Christ from the catacombs. And so I twist all
the festal flowers of all the churches of Amerlea with all the festal flowers
of chapels and cathedrals of all Christendom into one great chain, and wi
that chain T bind the Baster mornings of our lives with the closing Easter .
of the world's history—of the Resurrection! .

i T. DE WITT TALMAGE,

Snow, even in Winter, was not common in Washington, But here was
Easter—a late Easter, too, and in place of our warm Spring weather a
whirling, drifting, continuous snowstorm. We were (o have dined Easter
Monday with Mr, Gales, the pleasant, homely, English editor of the Na-
tional Intelligencer, and his handsoms, stately wife, a cousin of General
Robert Lee, at their country house, just out of town, But early on Sunday
morning & man on horseback was sent around to the Invited guests to
tell them of the neesssary postponement, as wheeals ¢ould not turn in the
glogzy snow, and the drifts were many and risky. Mr. Gales published
the answer from Mr. Wehster to show, he gald, how the touch of genlus
lifted even thHe common place of “the weather,” for Mr. Webster, .in mak-
ing his regrets, said how variable were our seasons; that at the battle of
Lexington it was recorded “that the heat was so great, men’s tongues
lalled from their mouths,” while here, so far south—the same historic 10th
of April—were snowdrifts stopping intercourse.

The rector of our church, the Epiphany, was a man by nature open to
all graclous and lovely ideas. He had given his consent to a wish of mine
which was an innovation in church matters., The 19th of April was a birth-
day I always kept, and the birthday had chanced to fall on an Easter

And so Mr. French, with some doubts for the effect on others, permitied
me to decorate the font with fowers.

The old Church of the Epiphany was a bare, plain bullding, without
stained glasa or any adornmernts, and its many clear-glass windows gavs
full view of the thick falllng snow, though the large church was warm
within., Faney the surprise—and to many the pleasure—of finding this
warm atmosphere perfumed by a mass of roses and hdiotrope and Parma
violets, and the fragrant rose geranium. People came In, hurrying from
the raw outer air, then slowed up and sniffed llke hounds on a trail, until
the soft “Ohs!” and “Ahs!” amd pleased faces of women, guided their syes
to my modest Baster offering. It was evident that the idea took kindly.

Two pews immediately in front of mine were pcoupied by Lisutenant
Gills. a naval officer in charge of the National Observatory, with a large
family ,of young children’ who sametimes overflowed Into mine, where there
was but the one ohild. A backoning gesture brought over a young girl
just old enough to resent being put In ‘‘the children’s pew." She was &
nice young thing, with the exqulsite white-and-pink complexion belonging
with the red hair which they all had. TIn the way young girls do, she
{dealized me, and thi= Sunday good seed fell on good ground, and in time
brought fruit a hundredfold. Bhe had watched my arranging the flowers,
and now sat by mes, serenely bappy, with a rose for herself as pink as her
own pretty cheeks, -

The Secretary of War, Jefferson Davis, had the pew just back of mine,

This was in 1853

In 1862, when Mr. Davis was not sharing my pew, my litle, red-halred
friend had grown into a splendld young woman, with all the hapy audacity
of youth and beauty and innocent girlish will, She was In Nzw York, and,
together with other young people, they were dressipg the altar at old Trin-
ity Church. It was too English In its atmosphere to omit the traditional
“greens,” but this wilful young person meant more and better than that.
ghe quoted me and the first church she had scen decorated with flowers for
Faster, and profduced the supply of gresnhouse flowers she had brought.
The discussion was hot and ran into the night. But it wag the time of
new ideas, and the Easter sun rose on the altar ralls in thelr time-honored
green, while the font and reading desk were beautiful and gweet with
white roses, azaleas and violets, **No backward step' has ever been taken.

1 think it soon would have besome & welcomed usage anyway, for the
more modern fesling for religlon Is, not to set it apart and disconnect it
from happiness, but to rely on It at all times, whether in sorrow or glad- -

OLCA NETHERSOLE’S EASTERR MEMORY.
A Pretty Scene that ImpreSsed Her as Being Like
a Sigh From Heaven.

There is one memory of my childhood associated “with Easter that can
never be elminated.” I was very young at the time, but every detail of the
incident is as firmly impressed upon my mind as though it had happened
only yesterday. ” i

A member of my family lay sick at homs, and all were worn with anx-
fety and dread, During the week preceding Haster the skies had been
darke and the weather was raw and bleak, gusts of snow falling from
time to time, and everything seemed to be in keeping with the darkness
that had come over our house. The physician atteading my relative had
called many times, and each time, as 1 watched frora my nursery window,
I thought his face grew graver. In splte of it all, &5 the days slowly wore
on and the time grew nearer to Haster, I was too young not to feel the
exoltement of the prospect of church on Easter me.rning.

The day was beautiful, The sun shone hot anci bright. My governess
was particularly quiet about the Invalid, though she told me he was
worse. We went sadly enongh to church—she and I and my sister, and
my brother was among the little, white-surpliced clioristers in the chanoel.

The fnll, rich notes of the orgam were pealir.g forth the opening of
“Christ Is Risen To-day,” as my relative’s mother stole softly dhwn the
aisle and seated herself by us. While she knelt there praying, the sun
streamed on to her head and seemed to fill her soul with g strange light,
She did mot stay until the end of the sarvice, f/r she had to return to her

ness, for its strength and peace and hope; but as its symbal of gladness— Wake! wake! Ageain 'tis Haster morn An the iy Hits
1 1 as ts its head
go far as I know—this is quite the firet decoration with flowers at Easter And Folly S o0 e : post,,
) ! 5 ¥ winds her laughing horn. And butterfiies thelr gay wings spread, - ‘ a n s
in ;m;t‘z";;me-::n; ehu;chea. and with ggg:ervaanuve old Trinity leading the Begone the sackcloth’s sombre gray, n 86 4 Bannat Al Afmyed. n::fzevﬂ i}:mt ﬁr\;%e we :-“mﬁ? (151111311::3. .wé:!;a&\ ttiv it‘ﬁ?ﬂ%ﬁ’ﬁ ¥ ch_%nge had
2 gl ang ‘fxed s And brush the ashes’ dust away, | Come forth, O glorious Easter maid iy - then was in reh, : as saved.

JESSIE BENTON FREMONT. " For doleful Lent is o'er! And life will smile once more! do mot think 1 aHal vor he nappl e that B



